If as a fact the cause of her submission had been
simply ignorance of sexual life, her plain duty was to
escape without further ado from the shame to which
her father had reduced her, a shame no longer to be
disguised by words: and thus she would have shown
the way to all those whose ruined lives are now no more
than sad examples.
For ten years Elizabeth had waited for the moment
of release, and for ten years she had prostituted herself;
and it was in his indignation over this that Michel
found the subject of the novel he schemed to write.
A young girl, separated from the man she loves, and
in her ignorance allowing her mother to push her into
marriage with a man who means nothing to her,
succeeds in making her escape on the very night of
her wedding. But on this foundation he grafted his
own love-story, and almost unconsciously wrote of
what actually might have been and what still, he
feared, might be.
His first chapter was mainly a description of an
afternoon at the Thiebaults5, and showed Catherine,
in the character of Jeanne Rouves, among her friends.
It needed little effort to recapture in the depths of
his memory the echoes of that painful past, and
merely to recall his own sufferings was to experience
again the sterile and conceited self-importance of
the circle in which she had moved. The second chapter
started with the summer holidays and Jeanne Eouves,
deprived of her friends' society, left all alone. He
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